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Miis Faltan^ n fre^aent cmtributor to LOOK, tiWJ 
jeniVi'/v ivound^d jw Mexico City while covering the j^u- 
dem iiprismg that reached a bloody dimax tm October 2. 

The students called me on Wetlncsday at mj hotel 
313 Mexico City and said there would he a hjg meetijig 
at the Plaza of the Thrcs Cultures at five o^cIocL 
Earlier, I had talked with leaders of the strike com- 
mittee, “We are fighting against pdiM repression,” 
they told me. ‘'We are fighting for the rights of the 
peasants. We are becoming the conscience of Mexico,” 
I arrived at 4; 15, and the square was almost full 
I v^ent to the third-ffoor terrace of the building where 
the student leaders S]>eakj and was surprised to see 
so few there. One arrived who was very nervous and 
said be was late because armored cars and trucks full 
of soldiers were barring people from the Plaza. 

The leaders had planned to announce a hunger 
strike, then mar eh to a campus occupied by the army. 
But now they said„ “Compcneroi, we are going to 
have a change of program. Nobody will go to the 
school because they are waiting to kill all of us. When 
this meeting is over, everybody will go home,” 

After the announcement, a girl of 17 or IS with a 
voice like a little birdT said, ‘T want to ask that you 
remain peaceful.” Everybody applauded. Then an- 
other said, “We want to show the government that we 
know Other ways to hghL On Monday, we begin a 
hunger strike,” At that moment, a helipopter appeared 
O'er the square, corning down, down, down, A few 
seconds laier, it dropped two green flares into the 
middle of the crowd. I called out: “Boys, something 
bf.d is going to happen, they've got flares,” and they 
said, *‘Aw. come on, you are not in Vietnam !” But, I 
said, ‘*ln Vietnam, when a helicopter drops flares, it^s 
because they want to locate the placo to hombr” Not 
three seconds later, we heard a great noi?e a.s troop 
carriers arrived and stationed themselves around the 
sitles of the square. The soldiers jumped down with 
their machine guns and immediately started $Iiootingr 
Not into the air, as you do to scare, but at the people. 
Just then, we noticed! that on the roofs there were 
tniJTv soldiers with machine guns and automatic pis- 
tols. They had been hiding. I froze. Socrates, the boy 
with the microphone, wns crying: ‘‘t'ampaneroj, 
don't run] Don’t l»e frightened, it’s a provocation [ 
They want to frighten us. Don't run!” 

The guns drowned out his voice. He cried again, 
“DonT run,” and the guns began again. There were 
women jumping from the stairs and the walL^ with 
children in their arms. I had no idea of where to go, 
and suddenly I heard a great noL?e on thestelrs. Tliere 
was shooting, and we were surrounded by policemen 
in civilian dress. Each had a white glove or a handker- 
chief Covering his left hand, so they could recognize 
each other. Tliey jumped on the student leaders and 
on me. One of them took me by the hair jmd threw 
me against the wall. I hit my head, sagged and fell. 

At that point, there was heavy firing from the 
soldiers on the ground, with rifles., machine guns, 
auLomaiic pistols; machine guns from the roofs, and 


guns ID the helicopter. Then the police ordered ua to 
lie flat on our $tomacb^. I did. The only way you 
could protect yourself from the huUets coming from 
above was to nestle agaiitst the front wall of the ter- 
race. So the police used this safe barrier, and put us, 
the arrested ones, along the opposite wall where we 
were open to the guns. We lay there for almost an 
hour. Each time we made a movement, they jerked 
their guns at us. It made me wildly nervous, because 
they had their fingers on the triggers. The barrel of 
one gun was not more than a foot from my head. 

One student almost completely covered me for 
half an hour, Until a poIicemaD started yelling, Ar- 
rested, separate]” 

J had my puree with me, and wanted to put it on 
iBy head just to protect it from fragments. But when- 
ever we made a move, they thrust the barrels of the 
rifles doser. Then they ordered me to lie there with 
my arms raised above my head. 

I speak of terror in Vietnam, but in Vietnam and 
in any other war, during the shooting you can escape 
if you see a hole, a hunker or some place. Here, not 
only could you not escape— you couldn't hide. I could 
see bullets all around me hitting the terrace floor. 1 
said, “Well, one will hit, one's got to hji.” 

Scared as 1 was by the police, I inched little by 
little and was able to move half a meter. All at once, 
1 heard a great explosion and I recognized it from 
Vietnam, and it was the machine gun of the helicopter 
—I krtoto it! It’s a special noUe, Then I fell a terrible 
thing like stones or knives— hitting me twice in the 
kg, and once in the hack on the right side. If I had 
not moved lhat half a meter, I would have been hit id 
the head. I sorted yelling, first in Spanish, then in 
English: ‘"Help, help, hdp!” Nobody paid attention. 
I had not told the police 1 was a journalist. It seemed 
to me unfair to say, “Save me, forget about them,” 
But when I was hit, a German journalist started yell- 
ing, ^‘Hetp that woman !” The policeman yelled back, 
“She’s A guerrUlernJ* The German said, “No, she’s a 
European journalist; you’ll get in trouble if you don't 
help her.” They didn’t do anything. 

The blood was juai coming through my jacket. 
Then I touched my leg— again blood. The pain in- 
creased, and a student started yelling, ‘"She’s dying, 
she's dying.’' Each time he said something, they 
moved the guns closer to our ey«. Only one police- 
man gestured humanely, saying “Be quiet, be quiet.” 

“But $he's dying,” the student said. He believed 
it, because by this time there was so much blood. 
Twice, ] raised my head and cried out, [hen 1 passed 
out. It seems I came and went— came and went. The 
shooting began at 5;45. 1 was wounded about an hour 
later. I was there until B :30 or later. Then, when the 
terrace was completely flooded with water because 
the p5p« had been hit, a policeman crawled over lo 
me and took my hair and dragged me along the ter- 
race until we got to the stairs. He continued to pull me 
by the hair, Each time I hit a step, 1 started yelling 
like hell because it was Uke a knife going inside of me. 

At the bottom of the stairs someone turned me 


over on my back. 1 remember quite well that a hand 
reached down and look oil my gold watch. Then I 
was put in a room that was flooded with water and 
already filled with wounded policemen. All this lime, 
I had hold of a student. 1 said, “He's my translator, 
he's my colleague,” I was trying to keep them from 
hurting him. I lay there 15 mtnules, A policeman 
came, looked at me and said, “She's all right.” 1 asked 
for an ambulance. They said ihe Colonel doesn’t want 
an ambulance lo come. I told them, “My Embassy 
know.s 1 am here. If I do not go hack, you will all he 
In trouble.” After five or ten more minutes, 1 found 
myself on a stretcher. But that was not the end. While 
I was on it, we went out a sort of passageway where 
there were many, many studenis who had been ar- 
rested. They put the stretcher down under a big hole 
in the roof with dirty water rushing through it And 
they placed me so the water hit my face. One student 
look off his pullover, threw it over my face and said, 
“Strength, Oriana,'’ The soldiers finally esme to put 
me in the ambulance- Ijler, at the hospital, a police- 
man asked me, “Name and last name?” “Age?” 
were you doing there?” 

“Working,” I answered. 

“Agitator!” 

“No, journalist.” 

Another came and went througli the saiue thing. 
J think around eight or nine of them c.ame until I said, 
‘^top asking questions, and call my Embassy immedi- 
ately.'' They said no, and then 1 lost my temper and 
scrtained: “First the Mexican police shoot me; sec- 
ond, the Mexican police steal my watch; third, the 
Mexican police deny me my right to call my Em- 
bassy,'’ I was shrieking, although not as loud as I 
wanted because of the pain in my back. A nurse fin ally 
said, “1 am going to do it.” The people from the Em- 
hassy arrived ahnoet two hours later . . , and during 
those two hours, I lay there bleeding on the floor. 

At abouE one a.m., a doctor came, and without 
giving me any anesthesia ponred alcohol into the big 
hole in the hack of my leg. The hospital had made an 
X ray and announced that 1 had a superficial wound 
in my hack. ]i was so superfidal lhal the surgeon who 
finally treated it, in a different hospital, said the bullet 
was seven or eight inches deep I 

My wounds were not the worst. There was a 
woman, young, who had lost half her face. They left 
her on die stretcher for two hours. Tliei'e was a boy 
about 15 years old. Blood was pouring out of him, 
and nobody was doing a thing. 

The doctors were not that had, but they seemtd 
helpless. They were frightened. Then three very touch- 
iJig things hap[^^ned before 1 was taken away. 

There were Indian women there, wounded, with 
their kids in their arms. They asked me, "Periodista 
(Journabst}.^” 1 said “Sl” They held up their two 
fingers in a V, the students' sign of victory. 

Then a nurse came to me and said, “Please tell 
the truth when you wrlten” Nest, a young doctor came 
and said, “Please, do write for us everything you 
have seen. Please, do write the truth for us.’' 
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